And where the grey sky turns to white.

Failing the limits of the land's
Far-shining girdle, dark, upright,

The strong four-cornered tower stands;
And nearer, where the grey sky lowers,
The long green tunnels close on towers.

And here where Time has trampled down
The white-thorn bush and blurred the track,

Up stands the steep unblunted stone
And brings the lance-straight ladies back,

And lights again those eyes of theirs

As brave as glints from young men's spears.

For not a thing that ever grew
To win Time's heart can Time forget:

With clouds he blends the lichens5 hue;
The mountains with the parapet;

And crowns that tower's denizen

Who had more than her share of men.

Wherever Life is made secure

Beauty is gardened to become
As lovely as its walls are sure

Foundations fit for Beauty's home.
And like long reaches, stilled by weirs.
So Loveliness wastes not with years.
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